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the bleak winter days / j.j. Campbell 
sirens on the highway 


another round of snow 
coming soon 


the dawn of the bleak 
winter days just around 
the corner 


this dystopian nightmare 
getting comfortable 


like an ugly sweater 


and all the relatives 
you fucking hate. 


The Golden Boy of the Midwest / Todd Cirillo 


While some patrons sat 

at the bar 

there he was 

up onstage 

reading his poems 

about death, decay 

the depression 

of being raised by 

a daddy 

who didn’t love him 

enough. 

Most of the audience up front 
were shouting and yelling 

in support, 

crying and throwing up their hands in the air 
wanting more death, 

begging for more decay, 
popping their own antidepressants 
and gathering material 

for their new poems 

about a daddy 

who didn’t love them 
enough. 


The rest of us 

ordered another round 
and hoped for death too-- 
but not 

for the same reasons. 


Poetry Is / God 


Words on a page dumbass. 
Now leave me the fuck alone and stop asking me for shit! 


The 12th Round / Jake St John 


The rejection letters 
and bills connect 

with a flurry 

of stiff right hands 

the whiskey jabs my senses 
and the days news 
delivers an uppercut 

I stagger back 

to my corner 

grab my pen and paper 
and wait for the bell 

to ring again. 


an ode to norm macdonald / Thom Bakelas 


nobody ever explains 
what to do 

when the lights 
remain on 

after the stage 

is left 


empty 


there’s only 
so many 
places 

to turn 
when the 
laughter 
dies 


effigies / Tanya Rakh 


I used to have 
a thousand golden lives 


but now is always dying 
the only way 
to be alive 


we are receding shores here 
mourning effigies of sand 


Sea Glass / Kevin M. Hibshman 


It's all in the weathering. 
Time spent with the elements. 
Nature's own alchemy. 


If I turn myself over to the sea, 

Letting it course through and over me, 

Will I transform into something unique, a prize 
often overlooked in its simplistic beauty? 


I want to dive in, anchor myself to the very bottom. 
Witness the silent depths as the water begins 
to slough off my rough edges for a time, eternally. 


hesitation / jck hnry 


i see headlights 
coming 

my way 
bouncing down 
an empty desert 
road. 


there’s no moon 
tonight 

just ghosts 

and starlight 

to guide 

my way. 


i hide deep 

in thickets 
and brambles, 
dead plants 
dried by a 
relentless 
desert sun. 


two bodies sing 
and laugh 

behind 

the steering wheel 
of a large 
automobile. 


i hesitate, 

pull my eye 
from the scope, 
and headlights 
race by me 
kicking up 

dust 

into a restless 
night sky. 


Whenever You're Near / Matt Amott 


When dating, 
be careful 
picking 
"your song". 


It might be 

a short Punk Rock jam 
but if you break up 
and have to hear it 
everywhere, 

then it might as well 
be a symphony. 


Hesitation / Lauren Scharhag 


Light does not hesitate to shine, 

nor the rivers to leap off cliffsides, 

falls and rainbows a concert of gravity. 
Blackout curtains and dams can only do so much 
to hold out these inevitabilities. 

When the sun collapses, there will be other stars. 
All water is one water caught in its eternal cycle 
of salt and air. I bathe under the stars, 

listening to my heart beat, 

barely audible beneath the sound of the world. 

I think about its possible hesitations, 

its inevitable stop. 

The only perfect silence is where 

there are no ears to hear, no mouths to speak. 
There is only a finite number of hearts, 

winking like fireflies on June nights. 

They don’t hesitate to fly, even where 

the night birds circle. 
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ARE THERE GHOSTS AT FUNERALS? / R.M. Engelhardt 


Mine eyes doth see 


An Apparition 


In the fire 


Which was once me 


Dead & unburied 


In aconstant state 


Of a dream 


Of a beloved angel 


Transfiguration 


Within these two 


Places awake 


Where a glimpse of 


Heaven remains 
Waiting for my love 
In a field of roses 


Waiting for the hour 
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Of her warm embrace 


But here? 


There is only this 


These things 


Which matter 


A Heaven, a stream of 


Fleeting moments 


Forever all beauty released 


From the dusk 
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Comedic Timing / Scott Simmons 


Life is a poorly timed shit show. 
It always stacks up that way. 


But once you start to wonder, 
Fuck what the hell comes next 


You can’t help but laugh at it all. 
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Yuppies in a bar / Dennis Moriarty 


I watch the loud obnoxious Yuppies draw 
The bar into a toxic embrace 

Of wealth and privilege, flashing the cash 
Like rows of well capped teeth, 

Smug behind designer beards and cocaine 
stares, they watch the women, 

wives and girlfriends parked and purring, 
like buses in the West End traffic. 

Half stoned, half cut, half out of their minds, 
all Long legs and Louis Vuitton, 


false smiles, fake boobs and pouting selfies. 


A cry goes up and laughter rattles the bar 

Like a round of machine fire. 

Voices boasting about their wealth, suburban 
mansions and trendy clubs. 

The women grin like posh ponies in well 

kept middle class paddocks, 

talking among themselves how best to spend 

each big city bonus coming their way. 

A new car, costing more than my house, I suppose, 
designer outfits, handbags and shoes, 


But mostly it’s holidays, holidays, post covid 
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getaways to somewhere hot and exotic.. 
Somewhere far away I imagine, somewhere 


highly fucking contagious. I hope! 


fs) 


The Day Before Pay / Jonathan Butcher 


That cage of the last day 
before payment, the itch 
of crumbs in pockets 

and bed covers; obnoxious 
coins without purpose, 

that await the condensation 
from tar covered windows 
to evaporate. 


A steady clarity that comes 

from a lack of hourly foundations 
cigarettes and finer nibbles lacking 
the wait under light, for that day 
of self-made promises; for luxuries 
yet to be purchased. 


A clutch of plans, that seem certain 

under the withdrawal of excitement 

that is eased under that final hour 

when midnight hits, and for another 

short time we can again bask without guilt. 
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Rock & Roll with Heart & Soul / Julie Valin 
right back atcha, Todd Cirillo 


You think all I am is quiet, understated, 
and more prone to sway than to slam, 
but you aren’t here to see my shining moments 
in my car, with the windows wide open 
like a scream, and Fugazi or 

Run the Jewels on blast, 

pounding the steering wheel. 

It doesn’t matter that it’s country roads 
I’m rolling down, the point is 

I am center stage in my own 

rock ‘n roll life, and somewhere 

there is an audience 

of at least one. 


It’s proven I’ve been up against the stage 
with the best of them, including you, 

the energy of the crowd 

passing my heart around high overhead 
after the epic stagedive it is prone to taking 
again and again. 


You do have a point about 

the rhythm of the blues, though— 
how it rocks me on a porch 

on a Sunday with the easy breeze 
of a California evening, 

with nothing but memories 

and a bottomless glass. 


You say I would rather not be 
slinging the microphone, 
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but what do you think I’m doing 
with these words? 


Even if it’s just you listening, 
why do you think I still keep on 
singing? 
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Skid To My Shrew / The Artist Formerly Known As JPR 

Hello you reading this. 

I am currently being held captive in an undisclosed location on Knotts 
Island North Carolina P.O.Box 3 27950. 

I'm being tortured and spoon fed candy corn and warm budweiser from a 
turkey baster. 

At least I hope that was a turkey baster. 


I haven't seen the sun or listened to Kid Rock since he started making 
music because I have common sense. 


I just told a lie. 

It wasn't a turkey baster. 

Have you read the book Mormon or ever had a three way with you and 
your split personalities? 

Once upon a time I was normal. 

Wow you fell for that? 

What a dumb ass no wonder you read poetry. 


Wanna make out? 


Sponsored by the people who like to party. 
And the North Carolina Special Olympics . 


Where I currently hold 300 gold medals because I'm a nice lady and a 
great special athlete . 


Nah nah I'm better than you. 


Kisses and cherieos 


The Mad Editor 
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Tsk, Tsk, Tsk / Daniel S Irwin 


He liked his booze and dope 
So much that he never worked. 
She usually held two jobs just 
To make ends meet. Then, 
There was the part time job 
For his hedonistic expenses. 
Maybe it was love on her part. 
It was, mostly, her availability 
That attracted him to her, 

Like the instinct of a bee to 
Hone in on a nectar rich flower. 
Time would surely take it’s toll 
With abusive words and slaps. 
Love fleeting, still she stayed. 
No matter how discouraging, 
He was still her man, for now. 
Where would it all lead? 

We could hear her screaming 
In the middle of the night, 
“You bastard! You bastard!” 
It wasn’t so much that the 
Booming blast of the shotgun 


Woke her from a sound sleep, 
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As it was, that she realized 
She would be the one stuck 


With cleaning up his brains. 
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REVIEWING THE SHRAPNEL & BONE PIERCED SKY / Merritt 
Waldon 


Reviewing the shrapnel & bone pierced sky 
These eyes realize that all vision is tainted 
Is impersonal 

Is disingenuous 


& fueled by ego & desire 


Growing like flowers wild 

Bushy and conquering mass geography 
All these loaded lines in nuclear mouths 
Pollinated by machines 

These eyes littered with razor wired 
Realities & academic viruses 


Hands wrenching together 


Nervously blind of revelation 
Sweating spirit profuse 
Meat incantations like spaghetti 


Noodle being squeezed out through pores 


These eyes like black holes 
Vacuuming all possible data 

Flashes into body like furious rivers 
These eyes like self-recording cameras 


Anxiously blinking to absorb 
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The tremendous power 
& transitions that flow 


Through the living 
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Scratch Off / Susan Tepper 


The stainless steel fridge in this lottery dream house is huge. A top with 
double doors and a big bottom drawer freezer. This whole place is huge. 
It’s the first time I ever stepped foot in a mansion. I won the scratch-off 
lottery and next thing they’re phoning me and how would I like to be on 
the Lotto Reality Show. 


They offered more money than what I won. Who could refuse? 


They gave me a make believe husband. Elliot. At first I balked. 
Why can’t a single woman buy a lottery dream house? I wanted to know. 
The producer said if I want the show it comes with a husband. 


In a million years I could never be with a man like this guy. A 
tub of lard in a baseball cap. Definitely not my style. Though he seems 
to be kind of hot for me. I want to scream in his face: This is all fake 
you big jerk! 


Recently I saw on the news that the Mafia put a man’s body in the 
bottom drawer of his own freezer. No one could find him for months on 
end. Then it was like he never died once he thawed out. 


So here we are, me and the fake husband, kicking around the first 
mansion in a total of three we have to make believe we’re interested in. 
This one is not my style but it’s not bad. We make a lot of phony happy 
small talk. 


Sometimes the producer says: Hold his hand. I do it but I’m not 
happy about it. 


The kitchen in house number one is a little too much stainless 
steel for my taste. Maybe on account of that news story. I keep picturing 
old lard ass here finally having enough of me and stuffing me in the 
bottom freezer section. 


I’m getting caught up in the big lie here. We will never be 
married. Still, I’m getting caught up. 
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The next time the producer tells us to hold hands, and swing 
them, fake husband tickles my palm with his finger. I yank away. Now 
they’ll have to re-shoot the scene. The producer isn’t happy. 


“Let’s get a few things straight,” I say to all of them. 
“That’s a five!” the producer yells. 


The whole crew stands in wait for what I have to say. The 
producer, the assistant producer, his assistant, the camera guys and the 
make-up and hair people. And this dog that keeps following us around. 
In the script we have a dog named Poo. 


I pick up the small white dog with its black spots. “What’s your 
name?” I say. “Poop?” 


“That’s not funny,” says the main producer. “You signed a 
contract. You do what we tell you.” 


“Do we have to act cozy in the bedroom scenes?” I say. Me and 
the dog snuggle our heads together. “I'll snuggle with Poop. Not with 
him.” I glare at fake husband. 


“Now, look,” says the producer. “We have two more houses to 
go. It’s a week’s worth of filming. You’re getting well compensated.” 


I put the dog back down. “All right. Start filming.” 


They tell fake husband to stand near me. He looks sort of stunned 
by my outburst. 


“Can’t you make believe you like me?” he says. “I’m just an 
actor. Just doing my part in the script.” 


“Sorry. I really dislike you. It’s a vibe you give off. A horny 
vibe.” 


“T can’t help it. I was born to be loved,” he says. 


“Here.” I pick up the dog again thrusting him at fake husband. 
“Love him.” 
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I Know That's Not You / Ian Lewis Copestick 


I know that's not you 

A marble headstone on a 

Scrubby patch of grass 

Trite rhyme chiselled into 

Cold, black stone 

Always seeming grey and cold 

Even the summer sun can't permeate 
The ghosts of grief that hang around 
But, I know that's not you 

A bag of bones in your sister's dress 
Six feet down under cold, damp mud 
Where’s the warmth, the sex, vitality 
The laughter, the love 

The insane jealousy ? 

That's what's left of you 

That's what lives on, always remains 
Not remains 

A piece of meat on a coroner’s slab 
Or the blue faced ghoul 

That I tried to breathe life 

Back into 

But I know that's not you 

Your spirit, the brightest I've ever known 
Burning with a sweet intensity 

All of those beautiful times in bed 
Yes, great sex 

But not necessarily 

Laughter, easy, nothing between us 
No need for clothes or self-consciousness 
Now. 

The most relaxed I've ever been 

Life had a sheen, a confident glow 
So, yes I cried 

Almost died at your funeral 

The thought of you rotting 

Under dirty, black earth 

I've almost died a few times since 
Struggling to go on 
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When life’s light has gone out 
So, yes 

I'll come to your grave 

And leave flowers 

A Holly wreath at Xmas too 
Walking back to the car 

Ill stifle a sniffle 

Try to stop a sob 

The tremors in my chest 

But also 

I know that none of it matters 
Because 

There in that graveyard 

I know that's not you 


-Previously published in Detritus Of The Drunken Night 
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Scratching Post / Ashley Karlsson 
I would rather leave claw marks than tear drops behind. 
Never worry if he's coming home. 


You never have to trouble with cleaning the house. 


If you simply burn it down. 
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she charged me double / j.j. Campbell 


i once had a hooker 


feel sympathy for me 


we talked more than 


anything else 


in the end 


she charged me double 


i understood 


her degree was not 


in psychology 
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Lawrence Ferlinghetti is Smiling / Todd Cirillo 


The poet and publisher, 
Lawrence Ferlinghetti, 
has died. 

One hundred and one years 
of stories, one in a million 
moments and memories 
stored in his 

Coney Island mind, 

gone with him. 

Forever lost. 

A chapter has ended. 

For the literary world 

it is sadness. 


But, I bet he’s smiling 
considering it a respite 

from sixty-eight long years 
of opening the daily mail 

to terrible poets 

sending their best bad poetry 
with hand written notes 
howling to him 

about how they 

are the next big thing. 
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Civic Minded / Ed Kepner 


She said I can't be that way with you. 
Then got pissed, when I was that way with someone else. 


Dogs don't starve when another porch is waiting. 
Head the call of the wild and common sense. 


Nobody wins unless you're on a game show. 
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Poem To End Silence / Jake St John 
Where are the poets 


the poets who give breath to insight 

the poets who don’t avoid feeling 

those who accept the knowledge of commitment 
creating portraits of social aversion 

getting their hands dirty 

when engaged with civilization 


where are the words 
emanating from the hearts 
of the exploited and broken 


the street is empty of all noise 
anxious screams fall silent on the night 
dark corners turn lonely and unfamiliar 


where are the moonlight conversations 
the enjoyment of language 

the passion of critique 

the declaration of advancement 


where are those who will become the art 
who are the art 

paint your skin with feeling 

dissect society with phrases 

ignore the line drawn 

by the hand of the sun 

and cross it freely and with meaning 


where are the stanzas of heavenly disapproval 
cradle your infant thoughts 

nurture them into reality 

but by all means give them life 

give them a reason for existing 

justify their scars 


crawl out of the mud 
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when knocked off your feet 
scratch to find balance 

assume an upright position 

and proceed with second thoughts 
torn apart by experience 


where are the poets who bleed 

by the brutal edge of understanding 
step to the front of the crowd 
announce your arrival with a song 
sung slightly off key 


turn heads by rattling cages 

dance to the beat of taxi cabs 

and hydraulic squeals 

dance in protest 

dance for love 

and when you’ ve finally had enough 
scream out 

scream for your life 

and all candid purpose 

scream with the disgust of acknowledgement 
scream with the disapproval 

that comes with the consciousness 

that conformity handcuffs the soul 

and inhibits rational growth 

scream out as surroundings become still 
scream louder at every turn 

scream louder in the face of oppression 
scream for desires and demands 

scream for today 

scream for tomorrow 

scream for those who can not scream 
scream for change 

scream so the streets rise up in unison 
scream your personal horrors 

scream into the great chaos of stars 
scream until they come to take you away 
scream as they drag you 

into the depths of forgetting 
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and in that medically induced haze 
let out one final scream 
that kicks down the door 
and storms into the streets 
careens down avenues 
across borders 

sails over oceans 

climbs up foot hills 

to snow capped peaks 

and over the edge 

where it settles to a whisper 
in the valley of the damned. 
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losing sleep / Tohm Bakelas 


the bottles strapped in the kids’ car seats 
clang and rattle against each other 

like a lost symphony 

in the blooming spring; 


my mind wanders to places elsewhere: 
open roads with nothing but time, 
front porches in the rain, 

crowded living rooms, 

all places elsewhere; 


and at each red traffic light 

this crescendo of clanking glass 
becomes softer, and when the 
green strikes it begins again; 


in a few hours 1’1l get my kids from school, 
they’ ll know nothing of my madness 

that 1 conceal behind laughter 

and smiles and fun and games, 


and we’ll go outside and 

count birds on telephone wires, 
play hide and seek, ride bikes or 
draw pictures with sidewalk chalk, 
or catch fireflies if they’re out, 


and when they’re old enough 
to have moved on from me, 
pray that the fireflies return 
and i finally get some sleep. 
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distance / Tanya Rakh 


you a marble statue 
me a broken frame 

we fit together as light 
in a warm dream 

a thick forest fantasy 
locked inside 


what does a marble statue 
say to a broken frame? 
what does the frame do 
but break? 

only entropy, 

a light display 

when nothing 

is silent 


a ceiling fan, sage, a 
cluster of promises 
worlds balanced on 
broken glass, 

we named each color 
as flare and sunrise, 
as our own 


you arrived 

and I was distance 
you were forest 

and we couldn’t see 
a blind river crawled 
between us, 

a marble statue met 
a broken frame 
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Thoughts On A Fall Evening / Kevin M. Hibshman 


Something deep is moving, 
A gentle surge under the skin. 
I feel it as sense-memory. 


I have loved everyone I have ever come into contact with. 

They did not have to love me back. 

They could irritate and confuse me, belittle or abuse me in any number of 
ways, 

I would still find them fascinating. 

I understood the vast, often impersonal connection I shared with all 
beings. 


I love certain individuals so greatly that it is painful. 
I cannot allow myself to dwell upon memories we have shared. 
The loss is too great, the times irreplaceable, the old magic faded. 


There is a storm building as the winds begin to rock the trees. 

We were a storm of our own, buffeted by forces beyond our control. 

We danced with abandon for a time, only to fall and settle on the ground 
like decaying leaves. 


a 


other people’s clothes / jck hnry 


she sits 

on a plastic chair 

in a laundromat. 

two machines spin, 
they are not her clothes. 


she sits 

and watches them 

spin. 

the clothes that are not hers. 


she had 

beauty, once. 
years ago, before 
all this. 


she loved 

a man who meant 
everything 

until he died 
during a pandemic. 


she knew 

of people 

that did not take precautions 
in crowded spaces. 


she watched 

him struggle to breathe, 
as they got turned 
away from a hospital, 
lack of insurance. 


and she sits 

on a plastic bench, 
every day, watching 
other people’s clothes, 
spin. 
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The Crescent Route (New York, Ny - New Orleans, La) / Matt Amott 


Big Al was a mailman 
walking his route 

in New York. 

The Winters were hard 
on his Dominican roots, 
bitter winds and a cold 
that froze him 

to the bone. 


He decided 

to pack up the family 

and followed the Crescent Line south, 
transferring to a new route 

in a much better climate. 


Big Al passed away 

a few years back 

and now someone else 
delivers the mail. 

The neighbors still talk 
about him though, 

and his smile that shined 
like the Carolina sun. 
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The Sound Barrier / Lauren Scharhag 


Thirty years in broadcasting with a specialty in sound editing, he used 
to complain about the poor audio quality of movies and TV. A lifelong 
tinker and putterer, people would bring him electronics to repair, his 
basement shop littered with wires and old cathode-ray tubes and ham 
radio guts. He restored an antique wind-up phonograph he inherited 
from his grandmother, polishing the oak cabinet, replacing the mesh. He 
plays for us the shellac records, ragtime and Bessie Smith and “Old 
Man River,” the music still clear as center orchestra seating. I’m not 
sure if he was ever interested in the music itself or just the quality of 
sound. We always had top-of-the-line stereo systems, but I never knew 
him to attend a concert where he wasn’t wiring up the mics. He never 
turned the radio on in the car or had an extensive CD collection, (Glenn 
Miller, movie scores, Engelbert Humperdinck, Nat King Cole 
Christmas. That was pretty much it.) Though I do remember hearing 
him sing in the shower once, James Brown. 


Now, I watch his face at the dinner table, contorted in frustration, 
unable to keep up with our conversations, not wanting to keep asking us 
to repeat ourselves. I have never asked him what his favorite sounds are, 
if he misses bells or crickets or the rain pattering softly on the roof. I 
know he remembers the night of the shelling in Da Nang, his father’s 
21-gun salute, his son’s first sax solo, yelling at me to turn down the 
noise that 16-year-old me called music. My voice was one of the first 
things to go, the higher pitches flitting from his audial grasp like frantic 
doves. I try to convince him to text me, but he’s too old-fashioned for 
such things. For a while, he just kept cranking the TV up louder and 
louder, until it was giving Mom banging headaches 

and she insisted that he stop. He doesn’t read fast enough for close 
captioning, so he bought a pair of wireless headphones, blasting the 
sound directly into his already-shriveling eardrums. 


I remember his mother’s same descent into silence, or what I assume is 
silence, like the stillness of snowy winter nights, sitting off to the side at 
family gatherings, hands folded, resigned to just watching. Stress and 
isolation become panic attacks and he won’t start a journal or do yoga 
or meditate or any of the things that they advise you to do to relax. Men 
raised on World War II stories and Gunsmoke and stiff upper lips have 
very particular ideas about what constitutes sissy behavior. 
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At a catfish joint, he orders a shrimp basket. The server asks, Fried? He 
says, Yes, I'd like fries please. And she says, No, it comes with hush 
puppies. Do you want FRIED shrimp? and he says, Yes, fries and hush 
puppies. And from there, it devolves into a version of “Who’s on 
First?” but with cornmeal batter, and I laugh loudly and inappropriately, 
a laugh he cannot hear. He always said that I sound just like my mom, 
and if he’s lost my voice, he’s lost his wife’s too, and I think about how 
he used to keep a bottle of her hand lotion in his desk drawer to sniff 
when she wasn’t around. I wonder what he does to remind himself of 
the fading notes, what keepsakes he has squirreled away in shoeboxes 
and workshop organizer drawers, next to the broken-down amplifiers 
and subwoofers he’s determined to revive. 
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POEM # 13 / R.M. Engelhardt 


At 57 

John wears 
Glasses 
Has a beard 


Still thinks 
About his father's 
Suicide 


Likes bridges 
Smoking 


Disappears 


God is 
Henry's 
Enemy 
God hates 
Henry 
Henry hates 
God & 


God 


Just doesn't really seem 
To care 


At 57 I still wear my 

Scars like 

Poetry , at times edgy perhaps 
Yawning at the end of day 
Looking into the abyss 

The reality of a void of a 
Infected work from 

Home world 


That just doesn't really seem 
To care anymore 
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About poets 


With eyes 
Now tired 


Asleep 


But what of 

Humanity Henry? 

What of the spirit? 

And what of the dark 
Vulnerability & the questions 
Of days ? 


We all have our 

Demons, our choices to 
Make to scream out or 
Say something whimsical 


In our despair 


But Henry 

Poor Henry 
Enough of all this 
Now 


I'm having a smoke 
And trying to 
Write a poem 
About John 


So go order us a 
Pizza 


For we have no more 
Time for such 
Personal confessions 
Or angst 


43 


A True Dumbass / Scott Simmons 


My attempts at dating have me wondering. 
Am I gonna get jailbait or shot? 


I also got scammed by a dominatrix. 


So clearly, I’m very great at finding women. 
But fuck it the trouble is half of the fun. 


Life is strange and so is my lack of common sense. 
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One Man’s Hell, Another Man’s Heaven / Dennis Moriarty 


Here then is the rhythm of my addiction. 
The slapped ass of a big fiddle bass, 
Scattered pills and dry hiss of a snare drum, 
A train shuffling down the track 

of a Fender Esquire, guitar rifts hung out 

on lines of neatly cut cocaine. 

A boots on gravel voice, the nervous cough, 
the amphetamine growl of a panther 

pacing the stage of sweat stained boards and 
twitching shadows. 


Lyrics of the prison yard, the rot and burn 

in hell of captive men 

staring all too briefly into the abyss of freedom. 
And when the man finally comes around, 

if I have not hurt myself that day, I will stand 
before him openly 

feeding my addiction, laughing at his outrage 
as he sends me spiralling down 

into that burning ring of fire, that is one man’s 
hell, another man’s heaven. 

One Man’s Hell, Another Man’s Heaven. 
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Back Gardens / Jonathan Butcher 


A sudden halt of the spreading fog, 

as we Sat in gardens, witnessing 

the stretching and growing of each 
other’s bones, like an elastic that would 
never snap. A wild frog leapt into our 
open wrap, the contents covering its 
reflective skin; a cloud of dust that 
cleared as we realized it was now time 
to maybe consider the brakes. 


Those blades of grass stripped back 

to reveal those contrived paths, that barely 
allowed the width of our feet to tread. 

Another flash of glass and metal in our hands, 
Thrown into those ponds that bubbled with carp 
and doubts, always too shallow for us to bathe, 
or offer any form of cleansing. 


Our Delphic responses to when we will finally 

retreat, a request from neighbours with over-worked 
ears and walls, which after this occupation finally 
separate, leaving only scraps of gossip rather than 

the usual feast. Our words boomerang back and retreat 
to those glass houses, that believe they will always stand 
tall, and never eventually shatter. 
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Nightly Worship / Julie Valin 


From his apartment next door 
I could hear the start 
of a whimper from a place 
I can only name when 
I'm in the same 
position— 
low in the throat 

before it's even a sound 
and then a shaping of sound 
created exactly 
in the moment, 
like a jazz musician 
grazing his hands 
over the keys, 
and from underneath: 
a human hymn 

chorusing 
in staccatoed 

crescendos 
and dual-paned 
reverberations. 


Up 

and up it comes, 

a pattern swelling 
into a pretty note, 
ruffling the curtains 
of his open 

window 

and then spilling 
through mine 

like a hungry mouth. 


I left my window 
open 

every night 

for a month 

like a prayer. 


47 


My Academy Award Acceptance Speech / John Patrick Robbins 
Version 2.0 


I want to thank everyone for voting for me and my Co-Star in Nosferatu 
In The Sahara A Musical Based on The Life Of Britney Spears 


Jennifer Lawrence because she can really take a dick. 
I also want to say thanks to the people of Indiana for allowing us to 


destroy their state because really who cared about it to begin with? 


I want to personally thank Susan Tepper for writing the screenplay and 
lifting her restraining order against the director Mickey Mouse. 


I also want to dedicate this to all the little people who I stepped on to get 
here. 


Suck it, you fuckers! 


Also I am buying a spaceship to leave double parked in front of my 
camper to piss off my neighbor whose dog won't stop shitting in my yard. 


And to everyone who said I was a talentless prick, you eat shit and die! 
Because now I can afford hitmen. 


And to my loving wife get the electric blanket ready because I'm going to 
talk shit then pass out before sex. 

And for fucks sake put some motherfucking socks on!! 

What are you part cadaver? 


Thank you and goodnight and ladies God bless and your boobies. 


Skal! 
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Rumblings In The Great Hall / Daniel S Irwin 


The Great Hall of dead warriors 
Had grown filled with the most 
Perplexing grumbling concerning 
The behavior of the new man, 
The rowdiest member since his 
Arrival. So much for opening 
Membership to Non-Nordics. 
True, it was a place of boisterous 
Merriment and wild partying, 
The retelling of past triumphs, 
The flexing of one’s muscles 
And sharpening one’s fighting 
Abilities in the anticipation of 
The glorious end-battle to come. 
But, here was a man totally 
Carried away in raw revelry. 
Here was a man who would 

Out drink the greatest lush, 


Violate any woman he wished, 
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Wrestle anyone, tying poor Loki 
Into a pretzel knot and rubbing 
Odin’s nose in fresh dog crap. 

It was just conduct too extreme 
Even for the truest berserker. 
All assembled and vote taken, 

It was a unanimous decision and 
Jesus (sometimes called Christ) 
Was ousted from Valhalla. 


He ran crying to his dad. 
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Blessed be the damned, for they shall feed angels / Merritt Waldon 


“The writings of St. Thomas Aquinas eh?” he blurted out 
with a genuine Irish accent. “ What? You studying to 
become a priest or something?” He laughed heartily 


crossing himself with the Trinity. 


I laughed as well knowing full well that son of Ireland 


knew I was not to become a priest. 


“No but i've seen things over the years that have led me 
to seek knowledge of other beings and their power,” 


I couldn't help but to smile a bit at my audacity. 


He & I spent a great many night playing chess, sipping 
Wolfsbane coffee, and conversing about the multifaceted 
Multi-verse that presses down on al of us. 

Many nights questioning God, gods, angels, demons, 
Muses galore; everywhere we went through ghosts 


spectral shadows playing 


With no answers to our confusion, no great wealth, or 


discovery of a perfect kingdom we exited on separate 


paths. 


al 


All the demons we had repelled seem more real 
to me now as I relax, reading of war. 
Contemplating how all of existence 

vibrates with fierce opposition 


to itself. 
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Keep In Mind / Frank Murphy 


When speaking about love. 
Even the wildest fire burns out eventually. 


I do not speak from malice, I speak from experience. 
And I hope mine is never a truth of yours 

Best of luck. 

Sincerely 


Frank. 


D3 


all the bad acting / j.j. Campbell 


on the nights i feel lonely 
and i'm all out of tears 


i tend to watch porn 
and laugh at all the 
bad acting 


the alcohol could be 
bottomless and it still 
wouldn't do the trick 


the physical pain is 
breaking me and not 
in the kind of way 

i prefer either 


and the more i wonder 
if there is still someone 
out there for me 


the more i just feel sorry 
for their shitty luck 
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Wishful Thinking / Todd Cirillo 


We kissed once. 

It was on the corner 

of Rampart street and St. Peter 
in New Orleans. 

I wish I could say 

it was that magic 

movie moment, 

with the perfect song, 
perfect set up, 

lighting just right, 

bright orange moon overhead, 
anticipation giving way 

to action, 

like the final scene 

in Sixteen Candles, 

with the two main characters 
kissing on a table 

birthday cake shining 

with lit candles in between 
with nothing left to wish for. 
And when the credits rolled 


everyone was already halfway home, 


satisfied and happy 
with what the stars 
brought to them. 


But our kiss wasn’t like that. 
It was sloppy, 

we were drunk, 

the music sucked, 

there was spilled beer 

and strangers crowding our space. 
We could not really call it 
romantic. 

We could only admit 

it happened 

once. 
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There have been no second chances. 


I have had 

a thousand more moments 
between that kiss and today, 
some amazing, 

others incredible, 
fulfilling and fun-- 

but all have put me 

back here, 

alone, 

staring at the stars, 

with one wish left. 
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yellowgreen autumn morning sun / Tohm Bakelas 


i like the sun best 

on autumn mornings 

after nightwinds 

shake changing leaves 

to the ground 

covering most of earth 

in a blanket of colorful decay 


the morning autumn sun 
casts a yellowgreen 

tint upon the world 
capable of erasing 

the previous evening fight 
the midnight heartache 
the tremendous absence 
of feeling 


the yellowgreen autumn morning sun 
is hope 

it is enough air 

for a dying light 

to burn bright 
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Please Rewind / Ed Kepner 


Because nobody wants to begin with the credits. 
Unless you're a millennial who enjoys watching others play video games. 


Because doing shit yourself was so yesterday. 
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18 WAYS TO DIE IN SOUTH TEXAS / Tanya Rakh 


1) lightning at the end of each cactus, 
morning razorblade 


2) thick swamp, stilted night vision 


3) swallow the flood surge, 
pretend you can swim 


4) forget your ancient reptile tongues 

5) sleep like an animal, covered in sky 

6) refuse all water 

7) work for the government, pistol and shadow 
8) never turn your back on a loaded jawline 


9) crucifixes drowned in oil, 
black-veined coronary 


10) leap blind, sunstroke into endless fire 
11) ankle-deep in scorpion, blisters for miles 


12) wander into swampland, 
taste the holy insect trees 


13) daydreams broiled in asphalt, 
searing carcinogens 


14) show your teeth and pray for rain 


15) roll down every one-way road, 
all three eyes shut 


16) try again 
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17) sweat 


18) harder 
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I Want To Make Sad Love / Kevin M. Hibshman 


By the shore one last time. 

The taste of salt tears 

softly tantalizing on my tongue. 

The charcoal skies rubbing onto your skin. 

Like water,I could not possess your form but did hold your essence until 
the tide swept in and carried you back out to wherever it was you had 
come from. 

I heard the sea birds moving in. 

My heart had become carrion. 

They had been sent to pick it clean. 


61 


downtown / jck hnry 


each footstep 

explodes atop 

hard concrete sidewalks. 
the roar of a thousand feet 
rips into my skull. 
everyone moving 

in different directions, 
different places to go, 
things to do. 


i sit on a long wooden 
bench, take sips from 
a bottle hidden in 

a brown paper bag. 

no one looks or pauses. 
places to go. 


i am invisible. 


two men shake hands, 

an exchange is made. 

a woman laughs about 
nothing, then looks 

around as if caught in a lie. 

a couple kiss inconspicuously. 
a homeless man holds up 

a dirty cup and everyone 
keeps walking. 


he is invisible. 


iclench a tattered $5 dollar bill, 
walk over and drop it in 

his cup. sit down next to him. 
he offers me a different cup, 
we harass passersby until 

the cops show up. 
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when poor meets blue, 
you're not as invisible. 


quickly, we disappear into 
an echo of footsteps 
exploding atop 

concrete sidewalks. 
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Faded / Matt Amott 


Driving all night 

so I can get back to you, 
I stop at a truck stop 

to stretch my legs and 
grab some food. 


The waitress serving me 

has a tattoo on her arm. 

A heart with a name across it 
but the name is faded, 
probably along with her love 
for whoever they were. 


I almost ask her 
about it, but I don't 
want upset her 

and stop 

the coffee refills. 


I still have 
a long drive ahead. 
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Tangled / Lauren Scharhag 


My grandfather died in August. The only black 

article of clothing I had was a wool turtleneck, 

which my mother insisted I wear. We fought about it, 
because it was going to be 98 and humid. 

She said respect was more important than comfort. 

I was at the hospital when he died. I had never seen 
anyone die before, and when I realized he’d stopped moving, 
a terrible sound exploded from my throat, half-sob, 
half-cry, all primal. I couldn’t stop thinking about 

that violent and visceral response. Sitting on my 
bedroom floor, in my teenage white cotton underthings, 
hair wet from the shower, trying to untangle 

the rat’s nest of chains from my jewelry box, 

trying to extricate the gold St. Christopher’s medal 
he’d given me, hands and wrists a blue tangle of veins, 
rivers and tributaries my soul to traverse, trying 

not to think of lowering his remains into the tangle 

of worms and roots and darkness. Dear St. Christopher, 
protect me today in all my travels. At the graveside, 
sweating and swaying beneath the summer sun, 

the priest delivering the rite of committal, VA volunteers, 
ceremonial rifles on shoulders. When the 21-gun salute 
shattered the afternoon, I fainted. St. Christopher, 

carry me safely to my destined place, as you have now 
carried him to that farther shore. I sip its cool darkness. 
Amen. 
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OF POETS & MYSTICS / R.M. Engelhardt 
Perhaps? 


A rabbit a 
Poem out of 
My hat? 


Shall I 
Levitate the 
Crowd? 


Conjure demons 
From my voice 
Who will promote 
My books? 


Here are some words 
A few images 


And I shall 
Name them 
Poetry 


Which 
Like magic 


Doesn't 
Pay the rent 
Or the bills 


Either 
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Forever Morning / Scott Simmons 


I’ve watched a suicide attempt. 
And contemplated my own. 


I’ve seen some rot away slowly. 
And others burn out too early. 


There is no beauty in death. 


Or leaving without regrets. 
And I have many. 
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Resting Without Comfort / Jonathan Butcher 


The shaded sun slicing through windows, 
laid in an age approaching the middle, 

a center that now settles without an 
exterior. I now clean back-bedrooms 
with precision, allow knives and forks 

to glisten with only half the effort. 


And the hours are threaded through 
tiny screens, a hobo-like thought 
pattern that dances on hot coals, 
leaving footprints upon ash, that only 
disintegrate once the rest out stay 
their welcome. 


Another hour of sloth, then my system 
is ready to face the blur of bottles 

and eyes that shift with each repetitive 
lie; across tables and ashtrays; across 
pavements and bus seats, that always 
settle at inappropriate times. 


This annual recharge allows a much 

easier absorption of these fixtures 

upon return, like an over worked lung. 
Those situations again sit easy, the rain 
drifting off our backs; a waterfall that only 
freezes once we sift through the muck. 
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Drunk Satisfaction / Julie Valin 


If 2 White Russians made 

with your grandmother’s jackass jigger glass 
overtake your keto-withered body 

on a Wednesday night slightly after dinnertime, 
and the only person around to see it 

is your best friend halfway 

across the country on a screen — 

are you still drunk? 


We were right in the middle 

of a meaningful discussion 

about what poetry can, 

and can’t, do 

for the people, 

when my phone goes dead. 

With that apt metaphor, 

I bump around in the kitchen 
with my curious dog 

staring at the floor 

by my feet, 

and I’m doing this... 

and I’m slicing that... 

and the Stones come on the radio 
and I’m trying to make some toast... 
But I can’t get no. 

Avo-ca-do. 


The knife slips, 

flies and skids 

across the floor 

and lands right under my dog’s nose, 
but somehow I don’t miss a beat 

and continue chopping things. 


I make something edible 
having to do with mayo 
and mustard and cheese 
on a low carb tortilla 
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with a side pile of Doritos, 
because I’m a rebel like that. 


I make another White Russian with my grandmother’s glass, 
do a silent air-cheers to all the jackasses, 

and think more about poetry 

and what the people want 

when it comes to it. 

I have no answers, 

except that this sandwich thing 

is rewarding 

and those Doritos 

really clench the deal, 


which is all the 
satisfaction 
I’m gonna 

get 

ona 
Wednesday. 
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The Clearing / Jake St John 


“Don’t sweat it man. These things happen. You don’t expect it to 
end, but it does and ya just move on,” Jack assured Ted indifferently 
tossing his stuffed duffle into the back of the waiting pickup. 

“Yea I know. it was just so...abrupt I guess. That’s what got me. 
If you told me a year ago things would end up like this I wouldn’t have 
believed it.” 

“But it did and we’ll deal with it. How long we been friends? “bout 
25 years now right? Listen, we’ll handle it. Together, ok? Life goes on?” 

Ted grabbed a slug from his water bottle as he lifted the second 
cooler with Jack’s help, into the back of the truck, setting it down next to 
a smaller cooler, next to two canvas chairs, collapsible shovels, tent, 
lanterns, sleeping bag and a large tarp that were already in position. 

“Jack, I know you’re right. We were just together for so long...it 
just doesn’t seem real, ya know?” 

“Hey man, it’s a bitch, I know it is, but you’ll meet someone else. 
Melanie was cool and all, but come on dude you got a new lease now! 
Just enjoy the weekend. We’lI sit by the fire, get drunk, and by Monday, 
you won’t even remember her name,” Jack advised, as the pair took their 


seats in the cab of the old pickup. 
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With the turn of the ignition key, the truck growled and turned left 
heading for the highway that would take them north to the White 
Mountains of New Hampshire and the town of Woodstock, in particular. 

Lighting a cigarette, Jack pushed the dark hair out of his eyes and 
began his pep talk. 

“Ted, this is a good thing. I know you loved Mel but in the end you 
two were just different people. It never would’ve worked out. Be glad 
you got out now. You’re young, you’re gonna be fine. And you never 
know who could be at the tavern in town this weekend. We’ll have a few 
rounds and maybe even find some company, that’ll take your mind off 
her, won’t it?” 

“Yea you’re right, it’s just tough. Whenever I have a free second, 
it’s all I think about.” 

“Tell me about it” Jack responded as he shook a smoke from the 
Marlboro soft pack in Ted’s direction. 

28 2K ok 

“Yo! Ted wake it up man! We’re here!” 

Ted’s eyes, darkened with lack of sleep, slowly came into focus on 
the welcome sign to Franconia Notch Campground and yawned, “Right 


on” while scratching his week-old beard. 
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“Tl park, you run and check in with the desk. Sound good?” 

“Yea, no sweat man,” mumbled Ted over his shoulder. 

Ted walked slowly towards the ranger’s office becoming 
increasingly more awake with the cool chill of autumn in the mountains 
and opened the screen door. A man of about 60 years, all of which 
apparently were spent deep in the woods, lifted his eyes, 

“Help you?” 

“Yea, how’s it going? My buddy and I called a while back 
reserving a site for the weekend.” 

“What’s the name?” 

“Creeley...Jack Creeley.” 

“Creeley eh? Let me see here, ahh here it is. Got you boys down 
for Site 79. That’s about as far from the road as you boys can get. I got a 
few cancellations a little closer to the facilities. I could move you guys?” 
said the ranger whose eyes scrolled the computer screen searching for a 
free site. 

“Nah, that’s fine. We’re camping right? No need to be close to 
anything,” Ted responded with a grin. 

“That’s the way I figure. Ok, campfire wood is over there, showers 


down that way and one of the fellas will be around with the truck 
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sometime early evening with extra wood and ice in case you need it. Any 
questions?” 

“Nope, thanks,” Ted turned and stepped out the door into the fresh 
New Hampshire air once again and headed back to the truck. 

Opening the passenger side door he informed Jack where the two 
would be setting up camp. 

“Site 79, all the way in back. Can I have another smoke?” 

“Have the rest, I have another pack. Now, what’s the plan? I think 
we set up camp and head into town, grab some beers and burgers. Stop 
at the Liquor Store and get some blackberry brandy and some whiskey. 
Whaddya think?” 

“We need more ice.” 

28 2K 2k 

Taking a swig from his Pabst Blue Ribbon bottle Jack got into the 
following days plans. 

“So I was thinking, we wake up around 3:30, that way we get on 
the road and be in the woods by 4.” 

“4...AM? In the morning?” Ted questioned, somewhat surprised. 

“Of course! If we’re gonna hike, better to get into the woods before 


the tourists start tramping around and ruin the peace and quiet.” 
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“Yea yea, I’m just not used to that. Makes sense though” Ted 
responded looking out the window at the families walking the street. 

The waitress arrived at the table with two bacon cheeseburgers and 
a large order of fries. 

“You guys need anything else?” 

“Another one of these,” Jack said, tipping his empty bottle in her 
direction. 

“I’m all set,” Ted answered before she turned and left. 

“Ok, so 4 AM it is?” Jack asked. 

“Sure,” Ted replied, taking a gulp of his nearly empty bottle of 
beer. 

“Ok, can you pass the ketchup?” 

28 2K ok 

Back at site 79, they lit their campfire and grabbed a few beers from 
the small cooler by the side of the truck. 

“So how you making out, man? Doing ok now that we’re up here?” 
Jack asked Ted who was slouched in his canvas chair. 

“Yea I guess. I just keep thinking about how it ended. It’s not 


getting easier. I really never expected it,” Ted grumbled. 


is 


“Just think about it like this. By this time tomorrow, I promise 
you'll being feel better. You need this weekend to let loose and forget. 
It’s crazy right now, and I imagine you have all these thoughts going 
through your head about what you could’ve done differently. But the 
bottom line is you did all you could do ok? Don’t beat yourself up for 
what happened between you two. She’s just as much at fault for this as 
you think you are. Don’t get down on yourself. You did the right thing 
and sometimes doing the right thing is painful” consoled Jack. 

Lighting a cigarette, Ted nodded in agreement. 

“T’ll be back, gotta take a leak,” declared Jack getting up out of his 
chair and walking toward the facilities. 

“Excuse me,” came a voice from the dimness of the fall evening. 

Ted looked up to see two women, no more than 30 and beautiful, 
standing at the edge of the dirt path of their campsite. 

“Uh, hey. I mean hello,” Ted acknowledged, obviously caught off 
guard by how attractive each of the girls were. 

“Hi. ’'m Cassidy and this is my roommate Carolyn. We just got 
here and set up camp, unfortunately though we didn’t make it to the 


liquor store to get anything to drink before it closed. Could 
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we...maybe...buy some off you?” Cassidy asked with a grin, pushing her 
long, strawberry blonde hair from her eyes. 

“Yea sure, that’s cool. Just take some, don’t worry about it, it’s on 
me. They’re in the cooler over there” said Ted, flicking his thumb over 
his shoulder towards the truck. 

Cassidy and Carolyn made their way to the truck and reached 
towards the large cooler in the bed of the pickup, beginning to lift the 
cover, a hand came down lightly keeping the cooler from being opened 
completely. 

“Sorry girls, wrong cooler, if it’s booze you want that’s the cooler 
you're looking for. Didn’t mean to scare you, just wanted to help out. 
This is meat for dinner and I’m not about to let it spoil,” a smiling Jack 
informed the girls as he pointed towards the cooler on the side of the 
truck. 

“Eww! I definitely don’t want any meat!” Carolyn shuttered. 

“She’s a vegan. A real animal-rights type,” Cassidy explained, 
grabbing two cold bottles from the smaller cooler, smiling at her friend, 
who was now putting a bright multi-colored scarf around her shoulder- 


length dark hair. 
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“You girls want to sit down? I’m Jack by the way and I assume 
you’ve met my buddy, Ted, over there?” 

“Well, we never actually got introduced, but we'd love to sit for a 
while. We actually haven’t ever been camping on our own and getting 
the tent set up was about as much adventure as we can handle tonight.” 

The four campers continued drinking late into the night until it was 
apparent that Carolyn was about to fall asleep. 

“We'd better go. She can’t handle beer, never mind the brandy. 
Thanks for the drinks guys. Maybe we’ll see you tomorrow?” Cassidy 
questioned Ted and Jack. 

“Right on. We’ll be back tomorrow afternoon, after our hike” Jack 
told them. 

“Oooh, a hike? I’ve never hiked these woods before. Would you 
want some company?” Cassidy asked, casting her eyes at Jack. 

“We’d love some company, but you see, it’s a guys’ weekend and 
we made a deal that we’d do this hike together. But we’d love to get 
together with you two later on and maybe the four of us could go for a 
hike Sunday morning?” Jack suggested. 

“Ok, it’s a date. Well not a date, but you know what I mean. Stop 


by our site on your way back from the hike and have drinks on us this 
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time,” Cassidy giggled as she held Carolyn upright. The two girls 
walked back into the darkness in which they appeared. 

“Dude, they’re hot! We definitely need to get together with them 
tomorrow,” Jack said excitedly as he seemingly bounced around the 
campsite with anticipation of the following day’s events. 

“T guess so. Why not?” Ted muttered from his chair. 

“Why not?! Why not?! Come on man! Stop moping around. This 
is exactly what you need! Tomorrow we’ll party with them!” declared 
Jack enthusiastically before lighting a cigarette and continuing, “We 
should finish these drinks and try to get some sleep. We have a long day 
tomorrow.” 

28 2K 

Jack woke in his tent early and began to get dressed. He unzipped 
the opening and made his way out. 

“Morning,” Ted uttered as Jack exited the tent. 

“You’re up early. Get any sleep?” Jack asked. 

“No. Spent the night at the fire. It’s easier that way. Want 
anything to eat? I got eggs and bacon on right now.” 

“Yea, sounds good. I’ll get some coffee brewing,” Jack said 


making his way to the food bags in the front of the pickup. 
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“Tt’s taken care of,” Ted countered motioning to the coffee pot set 
on the picnic table of the site. 

“Thanks man. I just need to wake up a bit then we’ll head out, 
okay?” Jack requested while he poured his coffee. 

“Yea, no problem. Food’s ready. Grab a plate” Ted informed his 
friend, taking a paper plate from the stack next to the coffee pot on the 
picnic table. 

28 2K ok 

“Truck’s loaded. I threw some beers in the cooler man. You ready 
to go?” Jack asked, tossing the keys to the truck in Ted’s direction. 

Ted hopped into the driver’s seat and flicked the butt of a cigarette 
towards the fireplace. Starting the truck he asked, “How do we get 
there?” 

“You’re going to want to turn left out of here, we’re going to take 
the Kancamagus north. The pull off is outside North Conway. I’ll let 
you know when we’re close. Let’s go,” Jack answered. 

Heading north, the two friends took in the sites along the beautiful 
stretch of road that lay ahead of them. Randomly stopping for a few 


minutes here and there to get a better view before continuing on. 
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“FUCK! FUCK!” Ted yelled looking in his rearview mirror at the 
blue flashing lights that were rapidly approaching. 

“Be cool. You didn’t do anything wrong. You’re only 3 miles over 
the speed limit. You’re acting like you just violated parole or 
something,” Jack laughed at Ted. 

As Ted pulled the truck to the side of the road the police car roared 
passed without the officer even acknowledging the two men inside. 

“See, nothing to worry about man. Just chill out a bit. Need a 
smoke or do you have some left?” Jack inquired. 

“T’m fine. You know how I get with cops,” Ted responded, lighting 
another cigarette. 

“T know it! You’re always jumpy when they’re around.” 

After another half hour passed, Jack pointed to a turn-off on the 
side of the road. 

“We can park there. It’s going to be quite a hike because there’s no 
real trail to the spot. It'll be worth it though. I found it a few years back 
when I was up here and got sick of all the city folk wandering around the 
place,” he explained. “I had to get away from them, you know? So I just 
started walking, then after a while, BOOM! The whole place opened up 


into this soft clearing with this unbelievable stream running along the 


81 


side of it. Not sure if the stream comes off the Pemigawasett or not, but 
either way it’s beautiful. You'll see. I ended up spending the night and 
hiked out in the morning,” Jack said, looking towards the changing colors 
of the forest. 
ae 

“Almost there. Over the top of this incline, there’s going to be 
some trees, the clearing’s on the other side,” Jack announced. 

“Good I’m getting sick of carrying this cooler uphill man!” Ted 
complained. 

“Don’t worry. Not much further now.” 

The two friends arrived at the cluster of trees and walked through. 
In front of them was a great clearing, completely surrounded by bright 
foliage and the sound of the running waters of the stream falling down 
the mountain. They dropped their backpacks and the cooler that the two 
had carried through the woods and scanned the area. 

“Beautiful, right? We’ll set up and spend some time here. I 
thought you could dig over there and then we’ll get a fire going once 


there’s enough dirt around the place.” 
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“Okay, just give me a second. I’m whooped. I’m not in the same 
shape I used to be.” Ted uttered, out of breath and slumped down against 
the cooler “How far down should I dig?” 

“T don’t know. Three or four feet should be fine. We don’t want 
animals digging the stuff up and making a mess of this place after we 
leave,” Jack cautioned. 

Ted walked to the area that Jack had selected for the hole. He then 
removed his collapsible shovel from his pack. After assembling the 
shovel, he thrust the miniature pointed head down into the not yet frozen 
earth of the mountainside. At this altitude though, the top layer of dirt 
had begun to freeze and Ted knew that the digging would not be easy. 

28 2K ok 

“Jack! I think this is deep enough,” called Ted from the hole, 
wiping the sweat from his brow with a green bandanna. He tossed the 
collapsible shovel to the side and grabbed his last cigarette while he 
waited for Jack to make his way from the stream. 

“Perfect! Pll grab the cooler,” Jack called, walking back towards 
the edge of the woods where the two had dropped their gear. 


“Need help?” questioned Ted walking towards Jack. 
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“Yea, let’s drag it a little closer. Here we are. Thanks. Ok, we’ll 
just toss everything in here and then relax for a bit,” Jack stated, opening 
the cooler and reaching in with his hand, pushing the melting ice around 
before his hand reappeared with a slush covered can of beer. Reaching 
back in he pulled a pale blue human arm, severed at the elbow. After 
examining it briefly, Jack dropped the frozen appendage into the freshly 
dug hole. He then reached in and pulled out a foot, which he tossed 
carelessly into the hole. 

The two men continued to fill the grave with more body parts 
including the second severed arm, the two legs (both of which were 
detached at the hips and cut in half at the knees), a torso, and finally, Ted 
dropped Melanie’s decapitated head on top of the small mound of flesh, 
before Jack began shoveling the dirt back into the hole. 

“Ok, there we go Ted. Nothing left to worry about. [ll get a fire 
going and we’ll cook some burgers before we head back out.” Jack 
wiped his hands on his jeans. “Hey, you feel any better?” he questioned, 
as he collapsed the shovel and placed it into his pack before tossing Ted a 
bottle of beer from the empty cooler. 

Ted paused at the question. He turned and looked out towards the 


mountains which were painted in the sun. He examined the light, and 
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how it was fractured through the pines, tossing shadows around their 
makeshift site. Ted took a long swallow from the bottle and lit a 


cigarette. Finally, he replied, “Feel better? Yea I do.” 
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impending doom or death / jj Campbell 


i mentioned to my mother 
the other day something 
about the number of crows 
that 1 see in our neighbor's 
backyard 


i told her with that many 
that usually is a sign of 
impending doom or death 


she said something about 
me just wanting her dead 


i said no, that's not the case 
but sure enough 


my mother told me the next 
morning she had a dream 
that those crows landed on 
our house and 1 came into 
her room while she was 
sleeping and shot her dead 


i chuckled and asked is that 
a fear or a desire 


before my mother could 
answer 1 told her no, no, 
let me find out 


and i let that cling in the 
air long enough that she 
should never get a good 
night of sleep the rest 
of her life 
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THIS IS JUST TO SAY ... BACON / R.M. Engelhardt 
Dear William; 


I have eaten 
The last piece 
Of bacon that 
You left in 
The frying pan 


And which 
you were probably 
going to eat 


But I won't, 
I refuse to apologize 


Because 

It was the last piece 
Of fucking bacon 
And If you were 
Smart you would 
Have never left 
The fucking 

Piece of bacon 
There 


At all 
In the first place 


So screw you 

There are some 

Nasty ass old frozen plums 
Left in the fridge 

Go ahead 


And eat them 
Instead 
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the hard truth / Tohm Bakelas 


from 30 to 31 

i could’ve sat 

in the exchange 

night after night 
drinking g&t’s with 
bud heavy chasers, 
making out 

with the local 

bar sluts, 

talking slick to 

the regulars, 

smoking cigarette 
after cigarette 

on the porch 

beneath weak light 
until eventually 
driving home 

to an empty bed 

to sleep off 

the suicidal thoughts 
and wake up the 

next morning 
wondering and vocalizing 
what the fuck am i doing? 
but i cashed out, 
closed the tab, 

left one evening 

when the sun was 

still out, 

because one month 
after my 31st birthday 
my kids moved in 

and my determination 
to die shifted, 

and the smiles on their 
faces meant more to me 
than ever before. 
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shadows / jck hnry 


ican feel the madness 
building 

again. 

creeping back into me. 

a tickle 

in the back of my throat. 
the burn in my sinuses. 
a tremor in my hands. 


i cannot sit still. 
my patience thin, 
faded, dulled. 


some mornings 

i wake, tired of 
another day, 

a same-same day, 
day unlike one 
from last week, 
or next. 


or even tomorrow. 
icy tendrils of shame 
slither around my blackened 


heart. 


i’ve wasted so much time, 
so much time 


left to waste. 
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It’s Never Changed / Scott Simmons 


There are no dreams that ends pure. 
Only those cut short. 


We become tainted along the way. 
And regret the hell we created. 


Just to realize it’s too late. 
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Exposure / Tanya Rakh 


I've always loved the elements 
but I keep dying of exposure 


let's carry these stars inside 
together we can fall asleep at home 
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A Forward Near The Ass End / The Mad Editor 


Hello dear poet, why don't you look nice this evening lost in your fifth 
tub and ice cream sitting upon your tear stained couch. 


Built upon broken dreams and countless rejections. 

You know here at the Black Shamrock I want you to know. 

That yes, you are really alone and nobody likes you. 

Well unless you buy thier newest poetry book and write a review and 
leave four stars because five are an uneven number and the universe is 
secretly all centered around the thoughts of myself incase you didn't 


know. 


Now enough with the foreplay. 
I have a simple question to ask? 


Are you a female who has nothing better to do and is currently fertile and 
semi attractive in the dark? 


Well have I got an offer for you sweet cheeks! 
I am currently seeking a breeding vessel to continue my fantastic 


reputation of womanizing and misspelling ways. 


So if your free and feeling freaky please contact our offices at the High 
Point North Carolina free clinic. 


Or email us at deathtoallchristians@gmail.com 


Please include one bathroom selfie and please do not forget to flush and 
spray. 


Dear lord! woman what did you have for dinner??? 


Please keep in mind you will be raising this child by yourself. 
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As I will only need it for photo ops and to use for the occasional 
designated driver and possibly harvested for a future liver. 


All rights reserved, any living creature that bares a resemblance to the 
Mad Editor without his official lower back branded seal shall be deemed 


a heretic and fed to the wolves. 


Thank you for reading the Black Shamrock Magazine and again we 
would just like to say. 


Nobody likes you unless your hot that is. 
God Bless and Odin Rocks. 
Hail Satan and death to Nickelback. 


Skal. 


93 


Brothers Of The Bottle / Daniel S. Irwin 


Lizard drained, 
Ready for 

The next 

Tsunami of 
Gluttonous boozing, 
Thoroughly sloshed, 
I wander 

Strange streets 

In a land where 

The local creatures 
And I 

Speak two different 
Languages. 

But two drunks, 

Me and my 

New buddy, um? 
I'll call him ‘Bob’, 
Converse 

In slurred, mumbled 
Unknown words 

As if we 

Made sense 

To one another. 

A couple more 
Rounds, 

Table pounding, 
Uproarious laughter, 
And we’re 

Friends for life, 
Oath takers, 
Brothers of 

The bottle. 
Suddenly, 

We find 

Ourselves 
Forcefully ejected 
From the bar 

For groping the 
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Innkeeper’s daughter’s 
Voluptuously ample 
Gargantuan ass. 
Stumbling 
Comrades-in-arms, 
We stagger to 
‘Bob’s home to 
Meet the family. 
His wife, 

Sweet woman, 
Beats ‘Bob’ 

With a chair 

And 

Kicks me out. 

I fall asleep 

On cobblestone 
Lane, 

Stray dog, 

With fleas, 

For a pillow. 

I hope ‘Bob’ 

Lives through 

The night. 
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Black Eye / Merritt Walden 


Blood bulbs just at the periphery. 
Incinerated cultures. Ghosts rise from the tremors of war. Ghosts will 
dance. 


Bright brownish yellow landscape, red, white tracers of gooey insides. 
Gooey insides of ghosts 
dancing like sufis 


spinning like 
planets. 


meat crawls 
Oddly enough, breathing without 
air is easier than you think. 


On air strangled verse climbs 
like bugs all over meat. 


Tip toe across thin wires high 
above the floor; the spiders have a good view of everything in their 
corners. 


Leaping off earth. Echoes of heart 
beats, microscopic beneath the looking 
glass 

meat crawls. 
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Winter Solstice Night / Matt Amott 


When I dream 
of you, 


Just 

a 

little 
bit 
longer. 
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OF BLOOD & TRIBULATION / R.M. Engelhardt 


The death march 
Through the valley 


Where generations 
Our ancestors 


Pierced the veil 


Walked before us 
Into Valhalla 


The afterlife 
Purgatory 
Through murder 
And extinction 


Genocide & holocaust 


Wars and slavery 
Poverty and hate 


You cannot erase us 
Make good on promises 


Long ago made 
By false politicians 
And leaders who lied 


Our tribes 
Divided 


Our souls 
Decieved 


We speak of 
Civilization 


Utopia 
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We speak of equality 
Peace 


But we never see 

The true enemy 

His true face 

Of unrecognizable hate 


In our own mirrors 


For if you want 
Heaven then you 
Must annihilate all 
The remnants of hell 


Of history 


Of all blood & 
Tribulation 


Borders & 
Money 


Where all souls 
All humanity 
Becomes one 
Dream 


Shared 
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Sacrificially Yours / Murders Row 


We let in our executioner and fear strangers. 
Barred windows and muffled screams. 


All truths are easily found by those who truly desire. 
Death, is at times a reward from tortures escape. 


You have been a vessel. 

Over tides erosion forgotten. 

Understand we do nothing from malice. 
Revisit the past and dig through your senses. 


Nobody desires truth so they crave only lies. 
Everything is fine, just ignore the pain. 
Xeroses is a condition we must expect. 


Tomorrow I view what you will no longer know. 


Life is so very precious, sadly you never were. 
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Currant / Tanya Rakh 


every calloused August 
each open throat of 
weary June 

all these dry summer 
months I count on 

my dead fingers 


always upside down 
July and shining 

all sweat and pyre— 
rain as halo of flies 


come closer 

please stay still 

allow me to explode in 

a tongue I understand 

tell me you understand this 
long night of silence, 
breathing 


blood-currant dreams 
bruise through 
crackling plaster 

all our trees and fragile 
numerologies 

all prayers we sing to 
moth-lights, 

waiting for rain 

and salt 
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It’s Like Christmas / Daniel S. Irwin 


Wife done run off and left me. 

There’s good and bad in that. 

Dude she ran off with came back. 

Said she’s crazy and wasn’t worth it. 

He brought me over a case of beer. 
Maybe her leavin’ was worth it. 

It was totally embarrassin’ the way 

He begged his woman to take him back. 
Grown man on his knees, tears flowin’. 
After I popped my peter outta her mouth, 
She said she would...soon as we wuz done. 
So’s, he got his happy home back... 
Slightly used. And I gots me some beer. 
All is right with the world. 


Hell, man, it’s like Christmas. 
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Rearview Him Though / Satan 


Please sign here for a special surprise. 


Your signature The Date 


Gotcha see ya soon sexy. 


Kisses. 
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